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F 6 OR SOLDIER 


© ACT, I—SCENE I. 
! _$CEN E——4A Country Village. 


On one fide KA THLEEN's bouſe; on the other, at a 
greater diſtance, the houſe of FaTaer LUKE. 


Enter DaR BY and DERMOT r. 


Dar. TA where you are.— Kathleen will 
1 DO be here by and by. 
Der. O that ever I ſhou'd be ſuch an unfortu- 
nate fellow, as to think her a pretty girl. 
1 Dar. Upon my ſoul now ſhe's grown vaſtly un- 
Civil; for the, turns up her noſe at me. 
1 Der. I know the one ſhe'll have 
74 Dar. is fome French Monſieur to take the girl 
i away from a couple of tight Iriſh boys of us? 
* (weeps) I never dream but of poor Kathleen Z 
= Oh, Oh, OM jut!!! | 
| Der. Well. well; but you'll diſturb her with 
| your noiſe; go and bellow tarther off. 
*t Dar. Ah! but J am afraid of Father Luke: 
Tou know he threatened when poor Pat us'd to- 
come to his n to court his ward Norah, 
8 : 2 


4 THE POOR SOLDIER. 


* M 1 os as-.4 


that he'd put him into the Biſhop” : court ; ; and 


therefore, poor Pat, full of grief and vexation, 
went for a ſoldier. 


Der. But you'll diſturb Kathleen ; goaway, go. 


| ; AIR J. Demo. | 
| SLEEP on, ſleep on, * Kathleen 4 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt; 
j Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
De priv'd of peace and reſt. 


11 = 
The birds fing freer; the morning breaks, 


Thoſe joys are none to me: 
'Tho' ſleep is fled, poor Dermott wakes 
To none but love and thee. 


[Exit Dermot, 


Dar. Such ſinging wou'd wake an ow! out t ol 
her fleep: I'll iy to rouze 8 


AIR II Dathy.. 3 


Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find fleep how very ſweet ti 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed 18 
You never dream how late 'tis. 
T hes morning gay, 
I poſt away 
To mw with you a bit of play 15 
On tvo legs rid 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night - cap. 


THE POOR SOLDIER 3 


II. 


Laſt night a little bowſy _ 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 


Kat. Darby! — So you muſt” come ſinging: at 
my window; but I te you once for all, 1 won't 
have you: as | hope for man I'won't. + 
Dar. That's a good joke—hope for a man and 
not have me. $31 1 Ea | 


; & 1 aſkꝰ d young Betty Blowzy 
{4 To let me fit beſide her. 
5 Her anger roſe, 
þ And ſour as ſloes. . 
1 The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 
4 Yet here I've rid 
3 Along, to bid. 
4 Good morrow to your night-cap. 
4 | [ Kathleen appears at the window, 
4 Kat. Who's that - Dermatt ! 5 
5 Dar Yes | am.— Darby (ajide) I knew ! 
 ſhou'd bring her down: Oh, I'm a fine markſman,. 
% Enter KATHLEEN. 


AIR III. Kathleen. 
Since love is the plan, | 
EH love if I can; 
But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man: 
In addreſs how compleat, | - 
And in dreſs ſpruce. and neat ; 
No matter how tall, fo he's over five feet: 


4 3 


— 
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on, on a Summer's. day? 
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Not dull nor too witty, 
His eyes I'll think pretty, | 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


wa; 


Tho' gentle he be 

His man he ſhall ſee; 

Yet never be conquer'd by any but me. 

In a ſong bear a bob; 1 

In a glaſs hob or knob; 

Yet drink of his reaſon his nodle ne'er roh. 
This is my fancy, | 

If ſuch a mau can ſee, 
I'm his if he's mine, until then I'm free. 


Dar. Well, and hav'nt I every thing comfor · 
table about me : A ſnug farm, heifers and ſheep, 


aznd a pad to ride on, on Saturdays, and a potatoe 


garden to walk in; only look at me; am I not 


as tight a fellow as you'd wiſh to clap your eyes 


* 


Kat. Don't think of talking to me, fellow. 
Do you know that I am an heireſ- ? 4A *® 
Dar. Why, to be ſure, your father, Old Joram, 
who us'd to keep the ale-houſe, left you well 
enough, as a body may ſay. 5 

Kat. Left me well enough! Did not he leave 
me a great ſum of money? a matter of eleven 

und fifteen ſhillings, and a barrel of ale untap'd. 
Left me well enough ! why, you pitiful fellow, 
do you know. who you talk to ?—Did'nt he leave 
me half. a-dozen china plates; a caſe of ſilver 
hafted knives and forks; a cheſt of drawers; an 
eaſy chair, and a three-leg'd ſtool? Left me well 
enough! And don't you know, that he left me a 
cow and a calf; and a bald filly to ride on. 


7 


— V —— APs Y wo | 
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F Dar. Now ſhe's got upon her bald filly, the 

> devil himſelf can't take her down. [ a/idt. 
Kat. Left me well enough! Now, as I am an 

heireſs, a huſband I'll have this night if I can, 


DUE. 


Kathleen and Darby. 
ATE I 


Kath. Out of my fight, or I'll box your ears, 
Darb. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
Kath. I'll cock my cap at a imart young man, 


Darb. Another Il wed this day if I can, x 

Kath. Ia courtſhip funny, | | 
Dab. Once ſweet as honey, 

Kath. © ' You drone. 


Darb No, Kate, I'm your humble bee. | 

Kath. Go dance your dogs, with your fiddle de dee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 

Both. Go dance your dogs, Sc. 

Dart. You'll ne'er. meet ſuch a kind ſoul as me. 

Il. | 

Kath. Like (weet milk turn'd, now to me ſeems 
">> ++. | e 4. 

Dark. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 

Kath. Sour curds I taſte, tho' ſweet cream I choſe, - 


Dart, And with a flower I ſting my noſe, 
In courtſhip. c. 


[Exit Darby and Kathleen ſeverally, 


8 THE POOR SOLDIER. 
Enter CAPTAIN Firzrov. T4 


Fitz. This is the houſe that contains: my 4 
charming Norah : As her guardian I know is not 
at h<me, perhaps I may find an opportunity of 
converſing with the dear object of my wiſhes, 

; [ Naitſe of huntſmen and horns behind. 
So the hounds are going out. Well, let the 
timid hare be their purſuit : My game lies another 
way. 


| A : & R V Pitzroy.. 


The twins of Latona, fo kind to my boon. 
Ariſe to partake of the chace; LE 
And Sol lend a ray to.chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And: a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 
For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, [Grove, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſkulks in the 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. y 
The dogs are uncoupl'd, and {ſweet is their cry, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echoe's reply: 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in viey, 
But love ische game that I wiſh to purſue, 


- 


15 5 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale ; I 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, . 
His courage and conſtancy fail. - 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
| Deſpair taking place of his fear; 
With antlers' erected, a while ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear, 
The dogs are, Oc. 


ir 
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The door opens) I'll ſtep afide, and, obſerve her 
a chile * = LExit. 


Euter N 0 R A H. | 
A I R VI Nfl. ; 


The meadow looks chearful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 

So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring; 

Tho' Nature rejoices; poor Norah ſhall mourn 
Until her dear Pa rick again ſhall return. 


II. 


ve aſſes of Dublio, Oh hide your gay charms? 
Nor lure her dear atrick from N orah's fond arms 

Tho' ſattins, and ribands, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 


(Feeing Fitzroy approachirg, ) 


Oh heaven's ! there's the gentleman my guar- 
dian is always teiz ing me about. LIl avoid him, 
[Returns into the huuſe, 


Fitz. $'death I am eilppoine Stay my 
Charming Narah, | 
| e 
Euter BAGATELLE. | 


Bag. Monſt eur! Monſieur! 
Al hat do you want? 


Bag. I come to tell YOu 
Fitz. What? 


Bag. Bleſs: my ſoul I run fo faſt- -I came to tell 


you l am out of breath=-[t's all blown. 


Fitz, What's blown SY love affair L_ 


to THE POOR SOLDIER. 


Bag. De Mareſhalle poudre is all blown out of 
de window. 8 8 
Fitz. Then you muſt ſend to town for more. 
Bag. Me forgot to tell you, Sir, another affair 
of grand conſequence. 
Fitz. Well, what is it? 33 
Bag. De people, Sir, are waiting breakfaſt for 
you in de grand parlour, 3 
Fitz. Why did'nt you tell me ſo at firſt? 
| [ Exit. 
Bag. Begar 'my maſter is always in ſuch hur- 
ries.— I met Father Luke in de village; and 
now [I'll go and vifit Mademoiſelle Norah 


Ah! I do love Miſs Norah.—l vil ſpeak to Fa- 


ther Luke, and get her for my witfe..-Ah, 
Machere Norah! She ſhall be my wife! 


/ 


AIR VIL——Pogatelie. 


Written by CHARLES MuRgay of the Norwich 
Theat fe 


Tune—— Marſhall S Axk's Minuet 


Ah! me chere 
| My pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Miſs Norah. 
Ch! I'll ſigh and preſs her; 
J vil ever bleſs her, 
Cuddle and careſs her, 
»Till the cry encotra. 
Spite of de fate, 
She is my mate, 

Nous danſirons togedre: 
Ve can never tire; 
Frenchman is all fire ! 
Oh!] Bagatelle's ſo clever. 


4 + * 
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Bs II. 8 ; 
How le beau monde vil ſtare, 
Peur voir de happy pair; 

- _- Promeneqs:::: / 

Si negligee , 
Like de little turtle dove, 
Always billing, cooing, 
Like two puſſeys mewing, 
Purring out dere tale of love. 
Oh dear me, 
How ver pretty, 
Ven ve come togedre; 
All de night and day, ſir, 
Ve vil kiſs and play, ſir, 

O Bagatelle's ſo clever. 

5 045.22 OG 
Vat grand bliſs 
To toy and kiſs, 

Vid my dear Miſs Norah; 
Oh!] ſhe be ſo pretty, 
And ſo very vitty; 

It vou'd be much pitty, 


Not to cry encora. 


Oh! mon dieu, 
Oh! facre blue, 

Nous baiſſerons for ever; 

t Love can never tire, 
Nought can quench his fire; 
Oh! Bagatelle's fo clever. 

22 8 EE 

Ven vego to the. play, 


= Habillez fo fine and gay : 


Si bien jantee, 
„ am. 
In out air no embarraſs, 


Linke de grande nobleſſe 


I? 
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Ve fall be carefſle 
It vil make grand coup Teclat, | 
How viſh, 
Vid pretty Miſs, %, 
To tie de knot for ever; | 
I falHive in clover, 27 
Ven it all is over; 
Oh! a Dagatelle 8 ſo clever. 


Exit Ba oreli. 


Scene my to another Howe of the village. 


Eu- Parkier. 


Pat. Once more I'm return d to my native 
village after two long year's abſence up to the 
heart in love, and not a lixpence 1 in my pocket. 


Dar. 7 ngs without) Good morrow to your 


night cap, 
Pat. Oh! there's my old acquaintance Darby, 
AS * and as fly: as ever. 


ha Daxpy, 


Dar. What] Pat return'd! Zounds, I am glad 
to ſee you Ho are you my old 33 ? | 

Pat. I thank you, Lam WN —How fares all 
our old friends? 

Dar. Pure'y. kxcept a cow of mine that 


died laſt week. 


Pat. How does my dear Norabꝰ 
Dar. She's . well; but, Pat, how came you 
to liſt for a ſoldier ? 


Pat. When her. 1 would not give his 


conſent to our marriage, and I cou d not have 
her without his approbation, I liſted for a ſoldier. 
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Dar. Well, and how do you like it? 
Pat. Like it A ſoldier's life is the fineſt life 
in the world. | | 
How happy the ſoldier who'lives on his pay, + 
And ſpends half-a-crown out of ſixpence a day: 
Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
With a row-de-dow, &c, 
* IT. 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His K ingfinds himquarters,andmoney,andcloaths. 
He laughs at all forrow, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
| With a row de-dow, &c. 
* 
The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight: 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo glum, 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
| With a row-de-dow, Sc. 


I This ſong not written. by My O' Kecſfe.] 


Dar. O! I find you'll take Norah away with 
our row-de-dow !--A foldier is a happy fellow. 
Pat. Will you be a ſold er, come with me and 
I'll introduce you to the ferjeant. - 
Dar. Yeod with all my heart: I think regi- 
mentals wou'd become me mightily : Let me try if 
your hat fits me. [Puts on Patrick's hat, and 
{truts about, till he by chance ſees a fear on Pa- 
trick's fore-head,] What's that? 
Pat. What? „ 
c B 
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Dar. That cut on your forehead ! | 


Pat. Only a wound I got in battle, in attempt · 


ing to reſcue an officer : | was left for dead on 
the field; there s glory for you. | 

Dar. S0 they left you bleeding in your cory. 
Here-take your hat: I don't think regimeatals 


prom 'd become at all. Gives the hat back. 
Pat. What's the matter? You are frightened, 
are you? | 


Dar. O no; frightened ; no to be fure ; but 
I think it looks fo conceited for a man to wear a 
black patch.——Good bye to you. 

Pat. Come, this is the way to my ſearjeant. - 

Dar. Your ſerjeant ! *tis my ſerjeant I want, 
and he's this way. No, no, Maſter Pat, you 
than't catch me bleeding in my glory with a row- 
de-dow, &c. Your ſervant Pat. [Ext, 

Pat. Now for my charming Norah, and then 
fora pitcher of friendſhip with myold acquaintance. 


AIR IX.——Patrrick. 


The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, - 
Will {till defire to grow richer ? ; 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 


Mu little girl, 9 friend, and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, 


5 My girl ſo fair; 


With ſuch no mortal can be richer; 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
7279 my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


II. 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that, when [ come home at eve, 
I Wenn enjoy wy friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 
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Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
With all my heart can [ be poor, _ 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, Sc. 
[ Exit Pat. 


Scene changes to the inſide of FATHER LUKE's 
. | Louſe. | 
BAGATELLE diſcovered ſheaking thro the key 

hole of NoORAH's door. | 
Bag. Mademoiſelle Norah, open the door, if 
you pleaſe. . GH = 
Nor. Begone about your buſineſs. [om within. 
Pat. (with;ut) Where is my charming girl!? 
Bag. O begar, here be ſome body coming 
What ſhall I do? Begar I vil hide myſelf in this 
cloſet ! © [Goes into a cloſet. 


Enter PATRICK, | 


Pat. Where is my ſweet girl, my Norah? 

Nor. (within) Begone about your buſineſs: I 
defire you wlll leave the houſe directly. 

Pat. What's this | hear ! I know that voice: 
2 pretty compliment after two year's abſence. 


Eiter NoRan, 


Nor. Is it you, my deareſt Pat ! 
Pat. Sweet Norah, you was ever dear to me! 
Nor. I was ever dear to you, how cou'd you 


7 leave me then ?--bm judge of me by theſe tears | 


Pat. My charming girl ! what tears are theſe ? 

Nor. "They are tears of joy at your return! 

Hop, (weeping) Vat vil become of poor Ba- 
+ Tha 3 
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Pat. I think I hear a noſe. 

Ner. If it fhou'd be my uncle, what will be- 
come of me; for he's more averſe than ever to our 
union. / 

Pat. I'll flip into this cloſet. 

T Goes into a Cloſet, and pulls Bagatelle out. 
bag. How do you do, Sir ?--Me hope you be 


very well. 
Pat. (to Nor.) Are theſe your f ighs for my 


abſence? your tears of joy at my return? to be 


locked up with a raſcally hairdreſſer! 

Bag. Raſcal hairdreſſer! vat you mean? Tam 
French gentlemans :—Y ou ſhall give me latisfac- 
tion ;—you ſhall meet me. 

Pat. What with your curling irons 3 


with you, or I'll beat you while I can hold a 
ſplinter of ſhelela. | 


Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhelela ? 

Pat. Begone? or do you chooſe to walk out 
of the window ? 

Bag. Sir, to oblige you, I cou'd walk out of de 
window; but I had much rather go down: ſtairs. 


Pat. Ah! my dear Norah! cou'd 1 L 
think you wou'd. deceive me! 7 


Nor. And can you think me falſe ? 
Pat. Can I think, otherwiſe !—But you. have 


given me back my heart! 
LU ET——Patrick and. Norah, 


” 4.1 


Pat. A roſe tree full in bearing, 


Had ſweet flowers ta r to ſee; 


One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 


Tho' eager then to win it, 


©. »_ Lovely, blooming, freſh and gay, 


J find a canker in 8 | 
And now throw it far away. 
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Norah, How fine this morning early, 


a All ſun-ſhiny, clear, and bright ! 
7 So late I lov'd you dearly, : 
" Tho loſt now. each fond delight. 


The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, f 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen; 
Farewel, ye fleeting hours, 
' Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 
Duet. © How fine, &c, 


END 'OF ACT FIRST, 


ACT H. 
Enter DazBy and BAGATELLE. E: 


Bag. A Onfeur Darby | q N Darby 1 
Dar. ] believe that's Monſieur Bag 
and tail. | 
Bag. I'mglad I fad you Darby. I was hunt 
you all over de village, and.cou'd not find YOu. 
Dur. That's becauſe I am fo wrapt up in love, 
Bag. You muſt know, I am going to kill Pat 
the Gldier: and you muſt be my friend. _ 
Dar. Had'nt you better kill Dermott, then I'll 
be your friend. 
65.59. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me; 
you all be my ſecond. | 
Dar. Your ſecond; coud'nd you make me 
your third or fourth? 4 
Bag. ( being à letter. ) Begar, dis be de 
lettre de mor. 
Dar. O what! you'll leather him more, 


B3. 


18 THE POOR. SOLDIER, 


Bag: C'eſt un autre choſe. 

Dar. What mult I get two other ſhoes ? 

Bog, Ceeſt un barbare. | 

Dar. What, becauſe you are a barber. 

Bag. Vat you mean by that? Pat calls me 
raſcal hairdreſſer, and you call me barber. You 
no underſtand : this is de lettre Lord Lofty's 
coachman did write for me. You read, Darby. 

Dar. O Yes. 

Bag. There (Gives Darby the letter.) 

. Dar, Let me fee (reads) This comes hop- 
ing'———OQ I' run all the way if that's all. 

Bag. Ver you going, Darby ?!—You told me 
you read. is not hoping: read on-. 

* This comes hoping that you are in good 
health, as I am at this preſent writing: though you 
think yourſels a great officer, you ſhall not make 
me walk out of the window: Fit have Norah in 
ſpite of you, I bed amn'd if J don't: meet me 
at the Elm grove at ſeven &clock to give me fatis- 
faction ; bur not with curling irons, I am your's 
as in duty bound. 2B | 

Bag You fee I will not gn my name, becauſe 
I wou'd avoid the laws. You mult carry it for 
me =: . 

Dar. I'll take care Pat ſhall have it. ä 
Bag. Well now | have ſettled this affair, 


d'honneur | will go 
Dar. Where are you going Monſ. Bag and tail! 
Bag. I vil go—begar 1 vil go—-I vil go and 
bruſh my maſter's coat. Erit Bagatelle. 
Dar. Now | recollect I will not give this letter, 
fince Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown a bloody- 
minded fellow, and fince he wants Monſieur Ba- 
gatel e to wa k out of the window, perhaps he 
may want me to walk up the chimney; ſo the 
boy at the public houſe ſhall give it him; he's a 
better figure to walk up a chimney than I am. 


THE POOR SOLDIER. | 1% 
AIR 1I.— Darby, 


Tho! late I was plump, round, and jolly, 
27 ] now am as thin as a rod; 
Ch ! love is the cauſe of my folly, 
I ſoort ſhall lie under a lod, 1 1 
© Sing natherum doodle, nagetty tragedy rum. 
My didtherum boodie, figetiy nigetty mum. 
= "7," 
Dear Kathleen then, why did you flout me, 
1 A lad that's ſo coyſe and warm. 
> Wirth every thing handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. | | 
1 Tos Sing natherum. doodle, c. 
| 1 | 

What tho' I have ſcrap'd up no money, 

No duns at my chamber attend :. 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, | 

And ſtil} have a bit to a friend. | 

Sing natherum doodle, &c. 
| | >, # | | j 

The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The fpar:ow. the pigeon, and dove: YN 
Oh ! how all this courting confounds me : 


When | look, and I think of my love. 
5 Sing natherum doodle, Ge. 


Enter PATRICK and NoRan. 


Pat. Oh ! my Norah ! I find more danger in 
encountering th ne cies, my charming girl, than 
in a battle] and can you then prefer your poor 
Pat, though a cominon foldier to all mankind ? 

Nor. Yes my deazeſt Pat! What tho' you are 
only a common ſoldier in the army; you are to 
me a field officer, EI ; 
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AKN H 


Fare wel ye groves and chryſtal fountains, 
he gladſome plains and filent dell; 
Ve humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And we come now a lofty cell 
And Oh!” farewel; fond youth moſt dar f 
Thy tender plaint, the vow tincere, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and ſatt farewell. 
Pat. My ſweet Norah! and will abſence never 
change your ſentiments ?—Prouder of your love 
than all the honours of my profeſſion: I thall 
ever poſſeſs the heart-felt ſatis faction of remem- 
b'ring how dear you are to your poor ſoldier. 


AIR III.. — Patrick. 


Tho' Leixlip is proud of it's clofe ſhady bowers, 
It's clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads fo well drefs'd, and its neat pretty maids; 
At each his own village mult ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope l'm not wrong; 
Dear Carton ! containing what kingdoms may 
boaſt of; OB is 
*Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong, 
| | bye: 7 7 | 


Be gentlemenfine, withtheirfpursand nice bootson, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Luac'd waiſtcoat, wlute gloves, and their n.ce 
powder'd hair; J 1 
Poor Pat, while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For go d or for acres he never thail long; 
One ſweet ſmile can give himthewealthof a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 
Mor. You will be ſure to come at the time a- 
greed on. e n 


5 
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Pat. Never fear me (Exit Nor.)——O how 
happy am I! 


Enter FiTzROY. 

Fitz. What's this I ſee ?—My deftin'd e 
in talk with a common ſoldier {— Good morrew 
brother ſoldier—a handſome girl that you was 
talking to 

Pat. Why ſhe's thought ſo indeed, Sir. 

Fitz, You ſeem well with her? 

Pat. Yes, Sir; | have long lov'd, Sir. — 
Brought up in the fame village together, we be- 
came attach'd to each other, and promis'd mutual 
fidelity; but I am afraid I ſhall loſe her. 

Fitz. What . have a rival perhaps? 

Pat. I have, Sir. 

Fitz, Now for a picture of myſelf. (aft 427 — 
Some rich raſcal 1 ſuppoſe | 

Pat. I -nvynot his riches, Sir; — but as to your 
latter epithet, I am ſure he does nat deſerve it. 

Fiiz. How ſo? | 

Pat. Becauſe. Sir, he is an officer, and POR 
fore I am ſore he is a man of honour. 

Fitz. It is a pity you are not an officer. —— _ 
You have been in the ſe: v.ca. 

Pat. Yes, Sir, I have ſeen fome ſervice— 
was wounded at the battle of Johnſton” s Ford in 
America, in favmg my Captain's life. 
Hut. As | live, the very man who ſaved my 
lf in that went. (aſide) - — I hope you 
got your reward 

Par. | look'd for none: I did no more than 

my duty, in fightins far my king and country, 
nat reſcuing my officer [Gig. 
Fitz. Where are you going? 

Pat. ] am going from her I e becauſe: 
fortune forbids our union. 

Fux. Take my advice: ſee her ance more. 
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I honour your frankneſs ;—VOU are a brave fellow, 
and ſomething may be done for you. 
Pat. Well, Sir, ſince you adviſe me, I will 
- ſee her once more. If I had a friend to ſpeak to 
her guardian, I perhaps might have ſome chance 
to ſucceed : I am however obliged to your good 
wiſhes, and will profit by your advice. { Ext. 
Fitz. What a noble ſpirit ! The embroider'd 
epaulet may dittinguiſh the officer; but let him 
not diſdain to take a leſſon from this poor ſoldier : 
there is ſometimes more real merit to be found 
under worſted Jace, than under gold or ſilver taſſels. 


& 1:R - FV: Fitzroy. 


The ſpring” with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May ; - 
And nature clad in mantle green, 
All ſprig d with flow'rets gay: _ 
T he feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Then join in harmony and love. 15 


II. 


The la k that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt; _ 
The rambling boy that finds the prize; 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt. 
For when the tuneful bird is flown, 4 
He haſts, and marks it for his OWN. | 1 


Enter Bor. 


Boy. Are you the man in the red coat? 
Fitz Yes my boy, I believe I am the man in 
the red coat. hat's your buſineſs? 

Boy Darby deſit d me to give you this. 

Fitz. 'Wha ? „ 
Ss Daby. © BY [Exit Boy." 
Hur. here ſee adi the letter —— This 
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Norah ſeems to Have a number of admirers. 
And ſo my little hero-—heyday he's off. ſeven 
o' clock l muſt go and ſee what ſort of ſtuff my 


challenger is made of - | | [Exit. 
Scene changes to the Outſide of DerRMmoTT's 
we Hoe. 


Enter FaTHER LUKE and DERMOTT- 


F. L. Well, what is this ſpiritual buſineſs? 
reveal it to me, Dermott —— You know I have 
got your conſcience in my keeping. ——But have 
you tapp'd the barrel of ale? [Goes in for a jug. 
Der. Yes i have, and you ſhall taſte it. 
F. L. He's coming round me about my ward 
a wheedling fon of a 


Enter DERMoTT with a Fug of Ale. 


Der. I will prime him well before I ſpeak to 


him about Kathleen: *tis a hard heart that a drop 


of ale won't ſoften. | 


F. L. This brown jug and I are old acquain » 


. tance, Dermott : 


Der.” Indeed, Sir, you are. 
5 AIR V — Dermott. 


Dear Sir, this brown jug that foams with mild ale, 
Outof which I now drink to ſweet Kate of thevale; 


Was ance Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 


As eber crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl: 


In boozing about, *twas his praiſe to excell, 


And amongſt jolly topers he bore of the bel] : . 
, | 5 II. \ 3 5 
It chanc'd as in dog days he ſat at his eaſe, 


In his flow'r woven Arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a Friend and a Pipe, puffing Sorrows away, 


* And with honeſt old Stingo was ſoaking his Clay, 
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His breath Doors of life, on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And hte died full as big as a Dorcheſter Butt, 


III. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay bad reſolv'd it again, | 
A potter found out in its coverſo ſnug, ä 
Andwith part of old Toby he form'dthebrown jug. 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale, 


[This fong not written by Mr. O'Keeffe] 


Enter DRB. 


Dar. How do you do Father Luke ? 

F, L. O Darby, are you there? 
| * Will you conſent that I ſhall marry Kath- 

F. L. You marry Kathleen get you gon 
you reprobate. © \ LE 

Dar. 1 have got a fine fat theep for your Re- 
verence. „ 

F. L. A fat ſheep II always thought you was 
born under a lucky planet. But Darby you muſt 
be a good lad, and turn ſober.— l am your prieſt, 
and tell you that you muſt repent and marry. 

Dar. I will marry firſt, and repent afterwards. 


AIR VI. Father Luke. 


You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience is 
mine: 
But if you grow wicked, tis not a good ſign, 
So leave off your raking and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life. 
/»; n », 
5 A good merry wedding for me 
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= « „ 
Tue bands being — to chapel we go, 
egroom in coats white as ſnow ; 
So modeſt her attire, and fo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 
I. 5 2 353 
Thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey; 
Tou take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
Shut up my book, and I pocket N 5 
| 2 ; 15 Se. 
That ſnug little guinea for me. 
Theneighbourswithjoytethebridegroomandbride 
The pipers before us march fide-by ſide; 3 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face; 
The piper plays up, myſelf | fay grace. . * _ 
. | „. 23.149 151: ga Ge 
A good wedding dinner for me. 
— V. | : | | 
The joke nowgoesround, and theſtockingisthrown, . 
The curtains are drawn, and your both left alone, 
*Tis then my good boy I believe you at home, 
And hey for a chriſt ning at nine months to come. 
«33 "10 "dave Sing, OM 


i good merry chriſbning for me- 


Kathe © txt - e 
F. L. But you are ſo wicked. 
Dar, Indeed I am not. 
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F. L. Here comes OS Enter Kathleen 
en beſt leg foremoſt to 


'her now. 
Dar. which! is m belt leg ?- 


F. L. By my ſoul they are both baden 

Dar. ' What am I to 5 now ? . 

F. L. What are you to do now? there's a 
pretty queſtion ;—why kiſs her man to be ſure. _ 
1 8 | You'l Il ſpeak a good word for 1 me F , 

uke. * | 

F. L. A fit theep you ſa „ 0. 8 

Dar. A enn far Heep. N. | 48006 et nn 

F. L. Harkye, Kathleen T bis lad Darby wil 
make'you Pas devil a bette : 


won't you Darby ? 
Dar. Indeed 1 will. 
F. L. There will be more marriages when the 


Captain comes, end 1 pa. yoo at the ame 4 
: * nr AA 


- 


Kath. 1 ol b. no huſband but Damast. 
F. ZE. Conſider what I am faying to you. 
Dermott i is an ugly man, and a bad Chriſtian. 


A I R Vil. ——Kathleen, 


Dermot's welcome as the may, os Toes 
Chearful, handſome and good 1 natur dj e 
Fooliſn Darby get away, _ 1 2a 
Aukward clumſy and ill featur'd ; . 
Dermott pratiles pretty chat, 
Darby gapes like any Oven; a 
Dermot's neat from ſhoe to hat, | 
* but a dirty ſſove n 
: Lout, looby, rent fs 
2 Silly booby er:: 
Come no more to me a cunning, Lehn A 
Was my deareſt Dermott here; 


All is loye and gay ſporting, . 


* 
ma 
wv 4 
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Dermot's teeth are as white as egg, 
Lips as ſweet as ſugar caudy; 
Then he's ſuch a handſome leg, 5 
Darby's knocked kneed and bandy. 
Derm »tt walks a comely pace, | ned 
Darby like an aſs goes ſtumping: 
Derraott dances with ſuch grace, | 
Darby's dance is only jumping. 6 ED 
J. out, looby, 
Silly booby, &c. 


Enter DERMOTT, 


Dar. Dermott, you are a bad man, and an ugly 

Chriſtian. VV, 
brown jug again, yõu empty fellow. __ 

Der. I come to aſk, your conſent to marry 
Kathleen, NENT | 

F. L. (io Darby) You ſhall marry Kathleen. 
Der. O, if that's the caſe ! I have two fat ſheep, 
which I had intendedas a preſent for your worſhip; 
but now I'll go with them to the fair, and get 
drunk with tlie money,  * 7 | 

F. L. Harkye, Dermott; it's a great fin to get 
drunk - — Oh, Darby ! ( Darby) if you have 
nothing elſe to do, you may go about y, ur buſi- 
neſs, you ugiy man; don't make a judy of your- 
ſelf. Is it two fat ſneep you ſay. (to Dermott, 

Der. Ves. : | 


F. L. (ta Darby] You don't marry, Kathleen, 


F. L. O! are you there ?—here, take your 


and I will tell you why; becauſe it is two to one 


againſt you. Go away Darby.—(to Dermote.) 
Iwill couple youaltogetherwhen the Captain comes, 


as Hon as I can put my thumb upon matrimony, 
by * 5 - 
: vow 7 2 : . RES. TR x -* 
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Chorus 
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Father - Luke, Dermott, Darby and K tbliex. 
QvArTETTo.— AIR VII. 


Kath, fo Der. You the point may carry, 


Dar, 


| 


. Chor . | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Dex. 


| 


| 


Das. | 


Chorus. + 


Fath Lute. 


 Choris. 


If a while you tarry. 
But for you, 
Pl tell you true, 


No, do, you 1'1l never marry. 
Tout the point, &c. 


II. 


Care our fouls diſowning. 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
Laugh and love, 


And ever rove 
Jon our wiſhes crowning. 
are our, C . 


m. 
To the church I'll hand her. 
[Offers ts take her. 


Then thro? the world I'll wander; 


25 She refuſe 
In fob and beh, DET: el 


Until l die, 
A poor forſaken gander, 


To the church, Ec. 


IV. 
Each pious friend ſince Moſes, 


One mighty truth diſeloſes; 


You're never vext, 
If this the text, 
Go fuddle ali all your noſes. 
Each P- Qs, & ce 
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| ScenE———An Elm Groves . = 
Enter Firzkor. ee e 


Fitz. I wonder who this challenger can be! 
0 here's company, II ile aſide and fee. , 
2 3 ne. 


20 


- -& 


# 


Enter BAGATELLE and Date. 


D O, Monſieur Bag ind tail ! . fall, | 


you'll take my corps (not a very ugly one) to 

Dermott's wedding — But let me ſtand. behind 

you Monſieur Bagatelle. (Gets behind him) 

Why I might as well ſtand behind a pitchfork. 
Rx. 2 ! here's my maſter ! 


Enter Capra Firznor. 4 


Fitz. Why, you raſcal, did you ſend a chal- 
lenge o me? 

Bag. Me, Sir! — Oh, no !--Mi Lord Lofiy's 
coachman did write it ; Darby here kngws.—— 
What do you Know Darby ? you tell nh Vaſter 
all about it. 


Dar. I went to Father Lute's houſe, and 
there I got the letter; and fo E went to father 


Luke's houſe, and there the letter was given me; 
and fo Father Luke's houſe O now 1 haveir— 
Father Luke was out pf the window—+_ -: . ;: *- 

Bag. Father kuke's haute. was ut of * win 


dow and fo, . if bg 3 4. : cud. 4 + > io» Wh » 


Dar. Yes, Sir, and ſo, Sir; there's a true ac- 


count of the matter. find l did not. go to 
ſchool for nothing. 
Fitz, Hark, Sy get you home, Sir, or Lſhall 


break every bone in your raſcaliy ſkin. ell . 


teach you tg ſend challenges. —away,. Sir. 
a 2 # 3 CG: * 3221 14. 1. 1 41 


1 
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Bag. O yes, Sir; begar I am glad] have got 
off ſo well. Exit. 
Fiz. As for you, you had better ſtick to your 
ſpade than meddle with ſword and piſtol. Going. 
Dar. But Eaptain, do you think me or Der- 
mott the prettieſt fellow. 
Fitx. Get home with you, Sir, and mind your 
Cart, Exit. 
Dar. You a Captain, 1 can't tell me that. 
- Harkye, you corporal. —— (Fitzroy returns = 
Dorby beckons the contrary way. ) Here, 
corporal, corporal—l find I muſt go up to town = 
to talk with theſe captains. 


* 


AIR vm. — o, 


Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby! ah, what can you do 1 
No longer Il ſtay here a clown, 
Hut ſell off, and gallop to town: 
Fl dreſs and 1'l) ftrut with an air, 

| The barber my" hair, 


I. 


5 I ea great daſh 5 
Hat befor to eompaſs the caſh. 
Ws gaming, perhaps, I may vin; 
With cards ] can take the flats in, 
'trund!efalſe dice, and they're nich d, 


| If ſoundour, 1 ſhall only he ke K d. 2 
m 


Bur firſt ſor to ger a great name, 
A duel eſtabliſn my fame 
To my man then a challenge Fll write; . 


| But y. 7.4 I be ſure he won t ht. 
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We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 
Then ſhoot without powder, and the 4 a ball. 


Scens—Farats Luk E's Hupe. 
Enter FaTusr Luke and Nora. 


F. L. If you do not — to marry Capt 
Fitzroy, the man. of my choice, I'll ſend you to- 
F _— and put you into a convent. ' 

Nor. I am content.—l never will marry the: 
man I can't approve of. 

F. Z. You are content Vou put me in a. 
paſſion, and. then you are content. Get you into. 
that room, and ſtay there till you go to France, 
| Locks Der 18. 


— 


Enter FiTzR o. 


Fitz, Who are you going to · ſend to- F. rance ? ; 

F. L. My ward, Sir: —ſhe won't conſent to 
marry you ?—ſhe is obſtinate. 

4 Bir Will you reſign the charge of her to. me, 
ir! 

F. L. W ah all my ſoul; There, Captain, 
with that key, I refign m authority; ; and now 
x 1 find Mr. Patrick, 'n ſend him to the county: 
Jail. 7 [ Exzte. 

Fitz. 1 comes the ſoldier (Eutey Pat.) 
You are punctual I ſee. 

Pat. I promis'd to be ſo. | 

Fitz. Was ycu ever brought te the halbents ? 

how came you abſent from your regiment ? have 
you a furlough | ? 
+ No, Sin, | 
Fitz, 1 have the honew to 1. his * 
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comm = ton, and fhall take you up as a deſerter 
to the ſervice. I have a perſon ready here to take 
you into cuſtody. 

Pat. What a cruel piece of treacher 
Fitzroy brings out ot Norah, 

Fitz. Dear Norah, fince you have refuſed my 
hand, permit me to reward your conſtancy, by 
putting you into the hands of your lover, and he 
reward you. 

Nor. Im all amazement! ä 

Pat. | et us knee), and thank our deliverer. 

Fitz. To keep you no longer in ſuſpence, 
know then, that | am that officer whoſe life you 
ſaved at Johnſton's Ford. I have a commiſſion 
to beſtow, and delire, gallant youth you'll take 
it, as a ſmall reward for your paſt ervices ; and 
| heayen bleſs you both. 


Enter Faruxs LukE Das Dannv, and 


wY 


a 5 | KATHLEEN. 


bs | L. e the foldier is "4 hands upon 
"be | | ; 

Dar. No,. 1 won't 1. V hold of him Don't 
you ſee the white ſerjeant has hold of him aiready, 

F. IL. Why, Captain, do you refuſe to marry 
my niece ? a 

Fitz. 1 do; and am bound i in honour to give 
her to a worthier lover 

F. L. What, bring a foot ſoldier int my family, 

i. 2 aving A commiſſion.” tO. 1p ole of, 4 

have given it him, and think myſelt his 3 


bu goon bu erhlt. 5 
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Fitzroy. What t true felicity I ſhall find, 
| When thoſe are join'd 
By fortune kind, 
How pleaſing to me, 
80 happy to ſee, 
Such merit and virtue united. 
Norab. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us. 
o each kind friend, 
Thus we lowly bend, 
Your pardon, that gain 1d, we're delighted. 


Chorus, No future, &c. 
Patrick. = my — yet deareſt mw 
—- charming wife, 
hen drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 
The plunder your charms, 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find ine. 
Rithleen: This love my wiſhes has granted : 
I get the dear lad that | wanted : 
Leſs pleas'd with a Duke, 


— 


When good Father Luke 
To my own little Dermott has join'd me. 
6 This love, c. 


Darby. Vou impudent huſſy 3 frowns) 
At a pretty rate 
Of love you prate ; 
But harkye, Kate, 
Your little dear lad, 

Will find that his pad 
f Has gat a nice kick in his gallop. 
Fail. Luke. Now, Darby, upon my ſal vation, 
| You merit excommunication . 


——x —ᷣ— 2 
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In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage I'll food tie you all up. 
Cherus. Now, Darby, Sc. 
Dermott, The devila bit o' me cares a bean, 
For neat and for clean, 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupl'd for ever. 
Patrick. The laurel I've won in the field, Sir; 
* Yet now in a garden J yield, Sir; $7 
Nor think it a ſhame, 
Your merey to claim; 
Jour mercy's my 1 and my ſhield „Sir, 


CHORUS. or N EN. 
The laurel and bays, 
Revive by your praiſe ; 
Our * ſolicits your pardon. 
CHORUS or WOMEN. 
hen be not © ſevere, | 


With ſmiles you can cheer 
The poſies of your Covent- Garden. 


Ex A A. Anokus. 


The Jaurel, Oe. 
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